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Summary: euA-phorA-ic yo oE"fA'rik,yo oE'fAnrik adjective 
characterized by or feeling intense excitement and happiness, "a 
euphoric sense of freedom" 


Euphoric 

make this as short as possible, because I hate notes. This is 
a KasanodaXoc fic, but its going to take a while. This fic will have 
drugs in almost every chapter. Sometimes it will just be mentioning 
them, and other times it will be giving very explicit instructions on 
how to do them. Please do NOT do drugs, they are awful for you and I 
am in no way encouraging the use of any hardcore or illegal 
substances. ** 

**If you are a recovering addict and are triggered but these kinds of 
things, then this is NOT the place for you. There are friendlier 

places for you, you gentle soul. Scurry on out, and stay safe. 

* * 


**This fic will have mentions of sex, rape, and overdoses. Again, if 
you're easily triggered please find another story. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I don't know why I've always been so drawn to the 'wrong' crowd. 
My friends, they're the burn outs. No one ever really stops to think 
about what other people's cliques think of them, but I do . I know all 
the groups in my school. You could point at a stranger in the hall 
and I could tell you who they party with, or if they even party at 
all. I could tell you which car is theirs, because everyone with a 
car always shows it off, and I could tell you which neat little label 
they fit under. But I never stopped to think about what category I 
fit in until High School. I was a burn out. I was the girl who came 
to the first class of the day high, and left during lunch to go get 
McDonalds and rip a bong before math class, then be high for the rest 



of the day. I was the girl who could find you weed, or edibles, or 
shrooms, or acid, or ecstasy, or cocaine, or meth, or heroin. If you 
wanted it that badly, I could probably find it for you.<p> 

I cried the first time I came to that conclusion. Kids are raised on 
horror stories of drugs, how they make you stupid, and ruin your 
lif e . 

After thinking about it for a bit longer, I decided that I was glad I 
was a burn out. I had friends, great friends, and great parties. 

Of course, I didn't deal in all drugs. Weed was my prefered 
substance, but I liked the bottle just as much as the next sixteen 
year old does. 

The first time I tried something other than weed was a Tuesday 
morning, in my best friends garage. She said it was molly, claiming 
that her source was safe, reliable. I later found out it was the same 
girl who sold her K2 . 

Anyway; we cut our lines and straws, and I watched her do it. He nose 
was running, and there was powder stuck to her. It was 
disgusting . 

She assured me that it was fine, saying she did a few lines the day 
before, and nothing bad happened. She said it was great, that it 
would rock my socks off. 

So I bumped a line. And then I bumped another. And another. And then 
I sprinkled it across my packed bong and ripped it. And then she did 
the same. 

I later found out that it was actually cocaine, and that actually 
explained a lot. 

It was euphoric, I felt like I was a queen. We talked, and debated. 
Gun control, abortion, democrat or republican, God, Heaven and Hell, 
nothing was off limits. We walked and talked for hours, and then we 
began to fade. That feeling of euphoria died, and a migraine took its 
place. Instead of a queen, I felt like a jackass. I wasn't awesome, I 
was just rude. I was starving for that beautiful feeling, that 
overpowering self-conf idence that made me feel like I could do 
anything, that drive to talk to anyone who would listen, and in turn 
listen to them, to learn and argue. I wanted that drive, I needed it 
back . 

It fueled me, and I needed more. I needed something better. I needed 
a plug. 

And I found one, at a party the very next week. The drug of all 
drugs, and it's free! "How can I refuse?" But I could have easily 
refused. All I had to do is say no. 

The process was amazingly, carefully done. It started with a plastic 
spoon, licked clean by the man beside me, who had the know-how. In 
the spoon went a small nugget of the dark solid substance. And then 
out came the needles. 

It was a fresh needle, pulled straight from a sealed package. The 
syringe was used, sucking up water that was put to the side. A crowd 



was gathered, now. All my friends, and some not, but a crowd 
nonetheless. "Then the water into the spoon, and then," the click of 
a zippo, and then a flame was under that spoon. "It dissolves," I was 
told, and sure enough it did. 

"A cotton ball, " was rolled into a small ball the size of a tic-tac, 

I was given an auditory explanation as I watched, which was 
unnecessary. It puffed out, filled with the vinegary smelling 
substance. The needle was placed into the cotton, and slowly filled 
the syringe. 

"The bend of the arm is the easiest, " and then I was thoroughly 
disinfected, and then he pulled off his belt. This was wrapped 
tightly just under the shoulder muscle. 

The end of the belt was held up to my mouth, "Bite down, hold it 
still." So I did. He took my arm again and tapped it. Then again, 
then rubbed the crook of my elbow, then tapped it again and again 
before raising the needle. "Ready?" "Of course I am." 

Needle pointing with the flow of the blood, slid into my arm, and I 
hissed. I watched in fascination and anticipation as he laid the 
needle almost flat now, and drew back the plunger a bit. My blood 
oozed into the syringe, and he smiled at me. 

"I can feel it," running; sprinting into my veins. A few more second, 
and the needles gone, and I was kissing God himself, in all his 
glory. "So good," it really was, it was amazing, euphoric, it was 
what I'd been waiting for my entire life. And then I felt like I was 
choking, and then I felt like I was dying. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>"Heroin is an opioid drug that is synthesized from 
morphine, a naturally occurring substance extracted from the seed pod 
of the Asian opium poppy plant. Heroin usually appears as a white or 
brown powder or as a black sticky substance, known as "black tar 
heroin . " "<strong> 

**Taken from the DrugFacts page on Heroin.** 

**So, what did you think? Please let me know, this is the first 
fanfiction that I've been excited to write in a long time. Normally I 
give up after the first few chapters, but I have a good feeling about 
this one. ** 

**I know it doesn't seem quiet right to write a Host club fanfiction 
about a drug addict, but drugs are really the only thing I know how 
to write about. ** 

**I promise it wont all be shooting up, and drugs, and sadness. 

Things will start to look up for our heroine soon enough. ** 


End 
f ile . 



